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of a brown earthenware jug, a cross between a Mexican idol and a pitcher. A hideous thing, calculated to frighten children or sober drunken men. I know I should have nearly died of thirst before I could have forced myself to swallow a drop of liquid coming from that horrible interior.
Semantha was nervous and silent, and the performance was well on before she caught me alone, out in a dark passageway. Then she began as she always did when excited, with: " Clara, now Clara, you know I told my vater of you, for dat you were goot to me, und he say, vat he alvays say — not'ing. Dat day I come tell you vat his work vas, I vent home und I say, 'Vater Waacker, I told my fraulein you made your livin' in de tombstone yard/ und he say, quvick like, «Vell/ — you know my vater no speak ver goot English " (Semantha's own English was weakening fast), — " ' veil, I s'pose she make some big fool laugh, den, like everybodies, eh?' Und I say, 'No, she don't laugh! de lips each side-d snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
